92                   THE INQUISITOR              PART i

life. Some visitors who had attended Evensong
were moving about. Several had seated themselves
to listen to the last notes of the organ.

Broad, the verger, came majestically down the
centre of the nave. Broad was one of the many
friends that Mike Furze had made in Polchester,
White-haired, stout and most majestical, he had
been verger here only ten years, successor to young
Lawrence, old Lawrence's son, but you would
suppose that the Cathedral owed its very existence
to him. He was a man whose majesty was only
equalled by his self-confidence, his nice sense of
social distinctions, his tyranny towards obsequious
persons, and his real passion for forms and ceremonies.

He was a good man and kind to his small round
wife, his girl and his boy when he had time to attend
to them. But the Cathedral was his life; he existed
in only a faint half-hearted way when absent from it*

< Would you let me up into King Harry for a
moment, Broad?' Mike asked him.

*  It's after hours, you know, Mr, Furze/
' I know, but I won't be five minutes/

* Here's the key, sir.   I'll be waiting for you/
Mike took the key, crossed the nave, passed up

a side aisle until he reached King Henry's ChapeL
This was on the right of the choir, and on the delicate
screen that defended its privacy there hung a notice
saying that this chapel was dedicated to private
worship and meditation* It was hoped that no one
would disturb any private worshipper, Mike rever-
ently crossed the flagged floor; he felt the quiet
of the little place, the intimacy of the group of
chairs, the dark purple and gold of the altar-cloth,
the two silver vases containing bronze chrysanthe-